The Family                                                   27
thought that I was about to leave the countryside. . . ."
He plunged into the woods. He cut hazel branches to
lash frogs. Around him the woods were silent. Ruddy
lizards studded with black spots slithered along the stones
of the path. May bugs hung from the low leaves. The air
smelled of mushrooms, peeled trunks, rotten grass. One day
he suddenly heard a terrifying cry: uWolf!" He fled shriek-
ing, crossed the thickets and came to a glade where a muzhik
was plowing.
"It was our peasant Marey ... a man of about fifty,
robust, fairly tall, with a ruddy disheveled beard streaked
with gray. I knew him, although I had never spoken to him.
Hearing my cry, he stopped his mare, and as I came close
to him and gripped his plow with one hand, and his sleeve
with the other, he saw my fright. 'Wolf, wolf!' I breathed,
panting.
"He raised his head and cast an involuntary glance around
him. For a moment he almost believed me. 'Where is the
wolf?' he said.
" 'There was a cry. . . . Someone cried: Wolf!' I stam-
mered.
" 'Come on, there is no wolf, you have been dreaming.
What would a wolf be doing here?' he murmured to reas-
sure me.
"But all trembling I clung more insistently to his blouse
and I think my pallor must have been extreme.
" 'Ah, how frightened you are, aie, aie!' he said, shaking
his head. 'Come, it's all over, my little one. Look how brave
he is!'
"He stretched out his hand and suddenly stroked my
cheek. 'Come, it's over. May Christ be with you. Make the
sign of the cross.'